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Excellent New Ballad 

; Excell BETWEEN ale, Cue, 
3 Topy, and Toney the UUhigg' 

To the Tune of, Sbittle- Come - Shite, &c. 


ed Props all, both Great and Small, | Since to this Pen, thou'rt hunted in 
Come liſten to my By Whelps of thy own Training, 


There was a Fray, the other Day, Thy Wickedneſs, turn d thee to Beaſt, 


Berween a Whigg, and _ And hither thee did hurry : 
For all their Diſtance, now they And in this Guiſe, Acteon-wiſe, 
Joyn'd in the Stocks Thy Hell- Hounds thee ſhall worry. 
Em may be ſure, twas for no ** 
That both of chem came chither. Toney. 
e Low 5 Name was Eaſhing Tom ; Thou wants not Wickedneſs, but Wir, 
The W was called Toney; To tun it to thy Profit: 
nd yet the Urchin, moſt Men (ay, | Who but a Sort, would hatch a Plot, 
er neither Wit nor Money. And then make nothing of it? 


* ſurly were, and Gan "Twas I was fain to'Rear thy Barn, 
And an And bring it to Perfection: 


5 ae I made the Frighted Nation ſuc 
Panther, and the Baker. To me, for my Protection. 


while they only huff t — pulf' Tom. 
At one another, Pat yre- 
At laſt the Curs did their Mouths, I know ( quoth Tom) thou lov'ſt of old, 


; 


And thus they fell a H The Name of a Pzotecto? : 
* Toning 7 thy Might and Slight, 
Tom, | Thou art a Baff d Eile 
Quoth Tom) to me, thy Company With all thy Treats, and all thy Cheats, 
Is now as ſweet as Honey: Still thy — does faulter : 
Tis the firſt Day, l e're could ſay, Thou'ſt got (poor V etch) ſorne Fees for Ketth, 
To me thou tt welcome Loney. And or thy ſelf a Haber. 
ce in this Woodew-Cage we meet, | 
Me EI e een 
nd TL tell me how ot (qu oney} that paw \ 
The Devil has brought thee hither. Till chou thy Herls Recover: , 
For who can tell of Thee or Me, 
Tonep. Who firſt will be Turn'd over? 


4 1 ſpare thy — 2 ＋ Tom look to it, when Commons Sie, 


ſhalt Be It then I take thee Nappiag : 
as — . chou vapouring Sor, I nothing fear, who am fo near 
By whom thou wer't Impounded. My Hopeft Friends of Mapping. 
d a Better, and a Worſe, | 
1 forty der did Maſter : R 
not Conquer d, but Betray d _ * 
'By Rogues, to this Diſaſter, Then come away; but firſt ler's pra 
* | 0 Nx, Charles te S 
Tom. | IVE 
W — Fl N I S. 
Unjuſt is Complaining ; 
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